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FOR THE NORTH-AMERICAN JOURNAL. 

THE SUKGEONS. 

A TALE POUNDED ON FACT. 

Once in December's cold and bitter night, 
When the chill tempest rag'd with boldest flight, 

And chain'd in frost the spirit of the flood ; 
A wight who fear'd nor storm, nor winter's sway, 
Along the dreary city took his way, 

Not shunning harm, or meditating good. 

Long time he rang'd, but nought of sport had founds 
Till slow returning from his nightly round, 

A grave physician meets his eager eyes, 
One who was much in thought, but seldom spoke, 
And " fine, he cries, 'twould be to pass a joke, 

" On one sophilosophick. and so wise." 

Light as a spectre at his side he stands, 
With doleful accent, and imploring hands : 

" To Dr. Wiseman, lam sent in haste, 
" From Mrs. Comic, — she whose lone abode, 
" Is five miles out upon the northern road, 

" Just in the eye and forehead of the blast. 

" In stepping from a coach, it was her fate 

" To fall, — you know, CtooiI Sir, her size and weight. 

" A fractur'd limb was seen, in crimson dyed ; 
" And though I grieve to name so hard a task, 
" Yet to a heart like your's 'tis but to ask, 

" And Sorrow's claims can never be denied." 

The Doctor paus'd, — some treaty to conclude, 
Between his Conscience, and the wintry feud : 

Turn'd to the north, — receiv'd the nipping air, — 
His thoughtful finger on his forehead laid, — 
Shorten'd his rein, — applied his spur, — and said, 

Like Hamlet to the Ghost — " HI meet thee there." 

And now the wag another Surgeon spies, 
Who to his lov'd abode, impatient flies, 

Exulting - in the hope once more to find, 
As cordial for the perils of I he storm, — 
A fire-bright-blazing, and :•• supper warm, 

And the fond welcome of atfection kind. 
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" Doctor ! — pray stop !" but swifter flew his steed, 
" Good Doctor Eustou !" — not a whit his speed 

Was staid, — for now his pleasant court he gaics: 
But as he thought to close his swift career, 
The wily wag his unclos'd gate drew near, 

And seiz'd with quick and fearless hand, the reins. 

" It is a case of great distress,"— he cries. 
" I cannot help it :" the tir'd man replies, 

Jerking his bridle with a face of wo : 
" These fourteen hours I've brav'd the tempest shock, 
" I have not tasted food since eight o'clock, 

" Or slept in quiet since three nights ago." 

" Your dear friend Comic's wife, it is who lies 
" Fractur'd and bruis'd,— in frightful agonies, — 

" Nought else could move me to so bold a strife," — 
" 'Tis five miles out of town ;— the storm is flying,"— 
" 1 tell you man,— tho' all the world were dying, 

" Still 'tis my duty to prolong my life." 

" I hop'd your long acquaintance there might move, 
" So warm a heart to do this deed of love ; 

" Beside, — all other Surgeons she forbade j 
" But if you still refuse, — then be it so — 
" And though I much regret it, I must go, 

" And quick solicit Dr. Wiseman's aid." 

" Solicit Wiseman ! — Better seek a rope ! — 
" Trust Mrs. Comic with that stupid mope ! — 

" She'd die ten times while he was creeping there :" 
Then turning round his horse in angry plight, — 
Cries — " I will perish in the storm to night, 

" Rather than she his blundering hand should bear." 

And as the mists of snow, and driving sleet 
Against his breast and purple forehead beat, 

He hoarsely murmur'd like the troubled sea, 
" Oh ! — let no future wretch select the strife, 
" That waits the Esculapian's luckless life,— 

" Toil, — toil, — age premature — and misery." 

The rattling hail that from the tiles did bound, 
The torrents dashing on the frozen ground, 

The horse, whose clattering hoofs the pavement spurn'd, 
The roaring of the winds in moody fit, 
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Drown'd the loud laughter of that wicked wit, 
Who leap'd for joy as down the street he turn'd. 

Directly to a well-known door he flies, 

And with main strength the troubled knocker plies, 

The ha!f-stunu'd surgeon startled from his bed ; 
But. when he saw the ;>erils of the storm, 
Sprang back again into his covert warm. — 

Resolving not to obey the summons dread. 

A rapping at the window next succeeds ; 

Bu! this lie answers not, and scarcely heeds, — 

Till rattling glass begin to shew the floor: 
" Within there, ho!'" — a voice like thunder said, 
"Pray teli us, Doctor, — are you deaf, or dead.' — 

" Your windows 1 believe were crack'd before." 

" Were crack'd before ! — And who are you, I pray, 

" That makes this strange and bold discovery ? — say !" 

A voice replies — " I come to bring you news ; 
" A broken limb ! — well broke ! — short off, indeed, — 
" At Mrs. Comic's asks your utmost speed ; . 

" I trust that you no job like this refuse. 

" A friend I am — and so I came to night, 

" Lest rapid Euston, always wing'd for flight; 

" Or even moping Wiseman might be call'd : — 
" Anxious lest you should lose a chance so good, 
" This fearful pelting of the storm I've stood, 

" Unnotic'd labour'd, — and unanswer'd bawl'd." 

" Weil, I'll get up !— Oh— hard the path to fame !— 
" Now I must toil, — but when I gain a name 

" I'll sleep all night, and lie in bed till noon." 
Off sprung the misc'iief-niaker with a bound 
To seek more victims for his nightly round, 

And rous'd a Frenchman from his slumbers soorr. 

Now midnight's robe in heavy foldings flow'd, 
And closely curtain'd Comic's fair abode, — 

Aroitud its roof the angry tempest rail'd ; 
But then within its wlls no rankling care, 
Or waking thought maintained dominion there; 

Such silence soft,— and slumber sweet prevail'd. 

When !o, a thundering ;>eal, prolo;?g'd and deep. 
Startled the good man from his balmy sleep, — 
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Who scarce awake, seem'd murmuring in his dream ; 
But loud, another, and another sounds, 
And thus he speaks as from his couch he bounds — 
" What strange disturbance this ? — What midnight scheme !'" 

" Yet, ah, perhaps some wretch with shrinking form, 
" Requires a shelter from the piercing storm." 

These thoughts his wonted energies restore ; 
A hasty robe he o'er his shoulders throws, 
Trims his wan lamp, and down the staircase goes, 

And qiiick unbars his hospitable door. 

But though no tatter'd beggar there he'meets, — 
No child of want, or wand'rer of the streets, — 

His hand he rais'd to guard the quivering light, 
And mutter'd — " have the restless sprites that walk, 
" Chosen in Dr. Wiseman's shape to stalk!" 
Anew he gaz'd, — yet scarce beiiev'd his sight. 

Then did a solemn tone conviction lend, — 
A tone he knew no voice but one could send ; 

" How is the sufferer ?" — The astonish'd host, 
Faultering replied — " Rejoic'd am 1 to hear 
" A mortal accent reassure my ear, 
" For I mistook you for some wandering ghost." 

Now Dr. Wiseman much the art did prize, 
To read the mind's vibration in the eyes, 

Counting himself in this a student deep ; 
And well he knew that wild and fixing stare, 
Must be the spirit's feature of despair, 

That mourns o'er lost affection's breathless sleep. 

Grasping his hand with sympathy severe, 
And wondering he so well conceal'd the tear, 

Even from his searching — '* Transient is our span!— ~ 
" We nil do perish!" — " Yes! — and in the cold: — 
" This piercing air, deor Doctor, makes me hold 

" To force you in," — replied the half dress'd man. 

Fixing a look more stern, as if in strife, — 

*' Speak to the quest ion'd point. — How is your wife?" 

AVith deep surprise were Comic's features clad. 
n Doctor! — what strange chimera haunts your mind ! — 
" I fear you are to lunacy inclio'd, — 

" Or that much learning, must have made you mad." 
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" I heard your wife was hurt : — the sad appeal 
" Rous'd my compassion, and I came to heal, 

" Have almost froze myself, and lam'd my horse." — • 
" What rogue, in wicked humour or in spite 
" Could send you here upon this dreadful night ! 

" Yet I rejoice the evil is no worse." 

" 'Tis bad enough : — Oh, miscreant base !" — he sigh'd : 
" Yet let us nol be angry," — Comic cried, — 

" But make the best of what we cannot alter:" 
And as he fan'd his fire with cheerful blast, 
The man who seldom spoke now taik'd so fast, 

That with unwonted haste his tongue did falter. 

While Comic's care the man of wisdom cheer'd, 
Loud in the hall a bustling noise he heard, — 

And l.o ! — the form of Dr. Euston stands, 
In fur-cap whiter than the Cygnet's plume 
With gather'd frost, — he hurries toward the room; 

And " how is Mrs. Comic ?" — strait demands. 

" She sleeps most sweetly," — said the smiling friend, 
And back the Doclor's uprais'd foot did tend ; 

As if some sudden cramp his pace might fetter : 
" Asleep ! — what ! — do you think her life to save 
" With anodynes ? — those cordials of the grave ! — 

" I'm sure you ought to know my system better." 

" You must have found a cold and dreary path, 
" While thus the elements conspire in wrath, 

" And the strong blasts their furious warfare wage:" 
" What care 1 for the blast '! — 1 live in storms ! — 
" Why not a cloud the face of heaven deforms, 

" But I must buffet out its utmost rage." 

Then rushing to the door with anxious eyes, 
The long and thoughtful face of Wiseman spies ; 

Who slowly turning round, attentive listen'd :— 
Like eager youth who sees the crested snake, 
Backward he sprung, and gestures wild did make, 

While his dilated eyes like meteors glisten'd. 

" What ! — are the demons loose, — and hold their court ! — 
" If you have drawn me here to make you sport, 

" You, and your children's children shall lament it j— 
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" My friend, — you have been sported with; — but yet 
" Since this kind visit is the fruit of wit, 
" 1 hope that neither of us shall repent it." 

" Nay, do not brave so soon, this Greenland air :" 
But fierce the Doctor threaten'd, — " I declare, 

" I'll have the wretch if earthly powers can find him." 
" Let not a rogue so vile your wrath provoke, — 
" Come in, — be quiet, — and despise the joke, 

" And Wiseman, here, will teach you how to bind him." 

But breaking fiercely from the encircling clasp, 
With which kind friendship sought to bind its grasp ; 

Out to his tir'd and quavering steed he past. 
In vain the most persuasive calls were sent, 
For swifter than the archers shaft he went, 

And passion's gust was stronger than the blast. 

But 'is his door the weary landlord clos'd, 

He thought some outward force his aim oppos'd ; 

And jieeping through, beheld an ashen face, 
A form tlint stood bewilder'd with affright, 
Or sfi"Ten'd by the horrours of the night ; 

And seem'd to bow with more of pain than grace. 

" How is de patient, Sare ? I fain would know, 
" Before one footstep to de fire, I go :" — 

" Why man, — you shake like aspen in the gale." 
" Yes Sare, — dis petit storm, and wind dat blows — 
e< And den my boots, indeed, are somevat froze." 

Then sliding, down he fell, benumb'd and pale- 

" Help ! Wiseman, help !" — the host is heard to cry, 
" Are all the Doctors coming here to die ?" 

Forth moves the studious man in deep amaze, — 
Both stoutly lifting, raise him from the floor, — 
His temples chafe, — the ruddy wine they pour, 

And wake to greater warmth the cheerful blaze. 

Soon as the smoother'd flame of life respires, 

" How is lie patient ?"— a choak'd voice inquires, 

Still unrecover'd from Ihe swoon severe; 
" Oh, she is very wel! — she feels no ill, — 
" Let your own c.ise I pray, employ jour skill ; 
" For sure there is no oilier patient here." 
Vol. III. No. 7. 10. 
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Quick springing from his chair with ready bow, 
Which weakness in its staggering made more low; 

" And is your spouse reliev'd from her distress? — 
" Dear Sare !— you make me happy by de sound, 
" At de nouvelle my heart so high do bound, 

" Dat words will not my plaisjr grand express." 

" Oh, I doubt not your happiness is great, — 
" Yet still I do beseech, you, keep your seat; 

" The Doctor here and I have lifted hard, 
" And I should much regret it to perceive 
" You stretch'd again at Iength,---and deep should grieve 

" That such hard service found such hard reward." 

" I beg ten thousand pardons !— but I hear 
" Madame had fallen, — and I never fear 

" De wind when duty call me to distre? ; 
" But den de fire, dear Sare, do burn so warm, 
" And is so vastly better dao. de storm, 

" Dat I will still be seated s'il vous plait." 

But bows and compliments were all cut short 
By echoes loud, and trampling in the court, 

And tones of loud debate, and thundering knock ; 
Then Comic runs, — " Tom !— William !— who's below ?- 
" Call up the maids,- -each in their turn shall go; 

" Tis hard to stand alone in siege and shock." 

Thicken'd the crowd ;— for in procession long, 
The well-stock'd city pourd'd her healing throng,— 

With such a stamping,, such a mingled call, 
" How's Mrs. Comic ? — Where may she be found ?— 
51 What room ? — which way ?"-and then the knocker's sound, 

With deaf 'ning clamour would reply to all. 

" At length these peals the patient's slumbers broke, 
Who starting, as her name was call'd,— awoke, 

In sudden tremors, gazing wildly round, — 
Remember'd scenes of dark romance arose ; 
Murder and theft ; — and o'er her head she throws, 

An ample covering to exclude the sound. 

But all in vain ! — tumultuous tones of dread 
Prest through each folding that her care could spread ; 
And long appall'd her with a shuddering pang : 
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At length a softer sound like mirth she hears, 
And Curiosity socheek'd her fears, 

That rising up, her shrill-ton'd bell she rang. 

And long she toil'd unheard,— before a maid 
Who caught a distant echo, came to aid ; 

Both, then impatient, the same instant spoke, 
" What is the matter? — tell me quick the doom 1" 
" Why, Ma'am, the city Doctors all have come 

" To mend your hones which they declare are broke. 7 

" And could they find no broken limbs at home, 
" That they at midnight in the storm must come 

" This tedious road ? — At what do they exclaim ! — 
" Tis strange that I should cause this great alarm, 
" Yet be the last of all to know the harm : 

" You might have shut them out. — You're all to blame. 15 

" Dear Ma'am, we could not hear you ring or call, 
" Between the loud winds, and the Doctors all : 

" Why such a clatter, — such a whirl was brewing;" 
** A whirl indeed ! — Since Babel was o'erthrown, 
" 1 think no such confusion has been known : — 

" How do they make the noise ? — What are they doing V '■' 

a They make it knocking, Ma'am — and crowding thick, 
" And tumbling in the entry, cold and sick, — 

" And scolding about blasts and mad December; 
" But now they're growing still, — and sit as meek, 
" Close by the fire, — and long hard words they speak} 

" Such as I'm sure, 1 never could remember. 

" They talk of limbs aWfraction'd — black and blue, 
" Such as they all came out to find on you ; 

" Because they said, how from the coach you fell; — 
" And one makes bows, — and a strange gibberish talks,— r 
" And some look wise as owls,— and master walks, 

" And runs, aud waits, and says tl at you are well." 

■' Well, since they're here, and cannot getaway 

" While this wild tempest raves with deaf'uing sway, — 

" Go, bid the servants, order to maintain, — 
" Prepare a supper of the nicest kind, 
" Renew the fires, — shut out the freezing wind, 

" And I will strive my slumbers to regain.''' 
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Long seem'd the interval of ti;mu!t dire, 
Before each trneilor, seated by the fire, 

From doubt relieves, would Hear lis cloudy brow. 
Then rose a table <>s by magic stor'd, — 
And standing near his uobly-funiish'd board, 

Their host bespoke them tiius, with graceful bow : 

ft In annals high, and ancient page we read 
" Of one to whom was sent with equal speed, 

" And treading on each other's heels, — a train; 
" But 1 to him of Uz, am thus preferr'd,--- 
" My friends outnuin >er his— and still their word, 

" Is but to heal, and not increase my pain. 

" Computing too, from this your present speed, 
" A greater zeal in real time of need ; 

" We greet with cordial thanks each honour'd guest, 
* Although regretting that your journey here 
" Should prove so inconvenient, and so drear, 

" Still take our welcome to this friendly feast. 

She , too, whose fancied pains you came to aid, 
Though somewhat startled at the noise you made, 
Unites her welcome, and her thanks to mine : 
With these she bids me add a friendly call. 
That those who have not colds, or sing at all, 
Would freely in these artless numbers join." 

THE SONG. 

Hail to the friends, whose kind voices I hear, 
That rise in a chorus to meet me above, 
The prelude at first, was but harsh to my ear, 
Yet it soften'd and sunk to an errand of love. 

Oh, let our social feast, far from each gentle guest, 
Banish all feeling of anger arid wo; 
And then when the golden day, drives these foul mists away,, 

Homeward in peace and serenity go. 

Dismiss'd from each heart, be its burden of care, 
And all in the ardour of friendship unite, 
May your toils be successful,— your prospects all fair, 
An:! smoother your life thin your journey tonight. 

01., let our social feast, far from each welcome guest, 
Banish fill feeling of :in 6 er and wo; 

And then when thegoh'i ji day, drives these foul mists away, 
Homeward in peace and serenity go. 



